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the gifts of the Siamese ambassadors. My
life here is so preoccupied by nothing that I
have not the time to write. At last, we are
all returning to Paris to-night. We had,
Tuesday, a passable ceremony, quite similar
to that of the " Bourgeois Gentilhomme."
It was the oddest spectacle in the world,
that of a score of black men, quite similar to
monkeys, dressed in gold brocade and wear-
ing white stockings with patent leather shoes,
the sword at the side, all crawling on their
knees and elbows along the Henri II. gal-
lery, carrying their noses on the backs of
those who preceded them. The first am-
bassador had the hardest work. He wore a
felt hat embroidered with gold which danced
on his head at every movement, and he held
in his hands a gold bowl containing two
boxes, wherein were letters of their Siamese
Majesties. The letters were in silk purses
embroidered with gold. After they had
given the letters and tried to turn back, there
was confusion in the embassy. There were
backs striking faces, sabres entering into
eyes. The aspect was that of a troop of
bugs on a carpet. The Minister of Foreign were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